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And a little flame of youth and gaiety reappeared in her grey
eyes.
She planted the rambler roses herself, wielding the spade and
tamping down the earth with her hands at the foot of the tin-
finished walls. Every day she watered them. When she
straightened up it seemed that there, standing in the wind, she
watched alike the growth of the dead stones and of the living
plants.
One day when Marie was absorbed in an experiment in the
Rue Cuvier her former laboratory servant, Petit, came to her,
much moved. Work-halls were being built also at the School of
Physics; and the shed, Pierre's and Marie's poor damp barrack,
was about to fall beneath the wrecker's axe.
With that humble friend of the past, Marie arrived in the Rue
Lhomond for her last farewell. The shed was there, still intact.
The blackboard, by pious care, had been preserved untouched,
and bore some lines in Pierre's handwriting. It seemed as
though the door was about to open, to give entrance to a tall,
familiar figure.
Rue Lhomond, Rue Cuvier, Rue Pierre Curie. . . , Three
addresses, three stages. On this day Marie had retraced,
without even noticing it, the road of her beautiful yet painful
life as a scientist. Before her the future was clearly out-
lined. In the biological laboratory, which had just been
finished, Professor Regaud's assistants were already at work,
and lighted windows were to be seen at night shining from
the new building. In a few months Marie, in her turn, would
leave the P.C.N. and transfer her apparatus to the Rue
Pierre Curie.
This victory came upon its heroine when she was no longer
either young or strong, and when she had lost her happiness.
What did it matter, since she was surrounded by fresh forces,
since enthusiastic scientists were at hand to aid her in the
struggle? No, it was not too late.
The glaziers were singing and whistling on every floor of the
little white building. Above the entrance could already be read